AUGUSTUS DOES HIS BIT

believe me, you may waste a pound to save a penny; you may
let out all sorts of secrets to the enemy; you may guide the Zep-
pelins right on to your own chimneys. Thats where the ability
of the governing class comes in. Shall the fellow call a taxi for
you?

THE LADY. No, thanks: I prefer walking. Goodbye. Again,
many, many thanks.

She goes out. Augustus returns to the writing-table smiling^ and
takes another look at himself in the mirror. The clerk returns with
his head bandaged, carrying a poker,

THE CLERK. What did you ring for? [Augustus hastily drops the
mirror}, Dont you come nigh me or I'll split your head with this
poker, thick as it is.

AUGUSTUS. It does not seem to me an exceptionally thick poker.
I rang for you to shew the lady out.

THE CLERK. She's gone. She run out like a rabbit. I ask myself,
why was she in such a hurry?

THE LADY'S VOICE [from the street] Lord Augustus. Lord
Augustus.

THE CLERK. She's calling you.

AUGUSTUS [running to the window and throwing it up] What is it?
Wont you come up?

THE LADY. Is the clerk there?

AUGUSTUS. Yes. Do you want him?

THE LADY. Yes.

AUGUSTUS. The lady wants you at the window.

THE CLERK [rushing to the window and putting down the poker]
Yes, maam? Here 1 am, maam. What is it, maam?

THE LADY. I want you to witness that I got clean away into the
street. I am coming up now.

The two men stare at one another.

THE CLERK. Wants me to witness that she got clean away into
the street!

AUGUSTUS. What on earth does she mean?

The lady returns.

THE LADY. May I use your telephone?
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